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For my Mother and Father whose birthdays I 
neglected in the creation of this book. 
Oops. My bad. 


Andrea is a creative writing major at St. Andrews College. She 
credits the success of this chapbook to her family and friends, 
without whom she would not have enough fodder to back up the 
inspiration given to her by the Muse. She has studied in Ecuador, 
and would like to thank the Astudillo family and her ex-pat profs. 
During fall, 2002 she will be studying in Brunnenburg, Italy. She 
is a Yankee, living in Massachusetts with her family, two to four 
dogs depending on which siblings are in residence, and her grand- 
mother next door. Besides this, she has a network of hecklers of 
various ages supporting her at Glean Maura. 


They all keep her honest, and more than a little insane. 
She will try her damnedest to return the favor. 


This book is only step one. 
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Waka Too 
Found 


In Man 


And can you, 
in your body 
in your uterus 
your stomach 
your guts— 
Can you 
build 
build 
build 


life? 


Can you take 
nothing, 
a million nothings 


and make something? 
A something 


that will 
think 
will walk 
will talk 
scream 
and shout 
and sing? 


And maybe 
create 
construct 

destroy 
ravage 
and tear down 
down—Can you? 


I can’t. 


Iam only 
a man. 


I 
have a choice. 


To exist 
or not. 


Though 
if lam 
not 
a father 


my contribution 
1s 
nothing 
nothing 
nothing 
but a million 
nothings 


needed 
if only once 
to strike 


a spark. 


For Emma 


Do you know that I love you? 
I expect the world of you. 
I see all futures 

all things 

in you. 

I have seen others 

like you and felt 
annoyance, 

distain. 

Or maybe a vague sense 
of fleeting fondness. 

But you, 

you 

are incredible. 

You are a heroine 
untested. 

A brilliant mind 

void of thought. 

And I, 

I expect the world of you. 
The world. 

The one you have 

yet 

to see. 


Life 


Math into music 
And back again. 


Delivered Again 


At three I scared you; 
falling into the pool, 
sinking, 

looking up at you 
with open brown eyes. 


Observations 


I never got the details 
of Darwin’s theories. 
A lifetime of work 


explained in two weeks. 


But I have 
observed 

and memorized, 
pondered 

and envied 

the blond curls 
seated before me. 
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Physicality 


Bones are— 
trig, 

algebra, 
geometry. 
Meat is 
concepts. 
Blood 

kinetic energy. 
Breathing 
theories. 
Gravity bound. 


Existing always 
yet 

birthed by 
Newton. 

Raised by 
Einstein, 
Abused by all. 
Known by some 
as 

Buddha. 


To Understand 


Remember 
at ten, 
staring 
in Social Studies, 
looking, 
chin on hands, 
at the map of the world. 
It all came together. 

Seven worlds and more 


fused. 


The vision 
was spoken 
and turned aside 
by one far older than ten, 
saying: 
“T know already.” 
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The Yard 


Life is a game, children. 

You might not want to realize it, 
face up to it, 

but it IS. 


Do you remember 

those schoolyard games? 
jumprope, 
hopscotch, 
tag? 


Were you ever 
ly, 


running after that elusive 
someone, 
or anyone 
for that matter? 


Or were you the prey? 


Waiting for the recess bell to ring, 
desperate for the fun times to be over. 


The Patriot 


Looking around, 
the actor. 
Eyes everywhere. 


Seeing but refusing contact. 


Somehow more honest 
than the whores 

who hold 

a naked eye. 
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Knowing 


A glance from you and ripples of ice 
seize my spine 
freeze my veins 
leaving only one warm artery 
to crack 
under a season’s pressure 
of your passing gaze. 


Still 


Now she is an acquaintance. 
Someone I used to know. 


17 


18 


In the Midst: Nothing 


“Your cards show,” 

she said to me, 

“That you have been alone... 
most profoundly alone. 

Here is the hermit.” 


True. 

My lifesong. 

Rocks can be hollow, 
islands empty. 

Can there be pain 

where there is nothing? 
Pride holds up this cave, 
dams this stream. 


Nothing is a vacuum, 
something was there once. 
A God, and a girl 

Deified. 

He, the mortal man, returns 
and I, the wounded Goddess... 


Together again. 
Unwilling. 
Both hard 

(or brittle)? 
Weak 

and hurt. 


Vacuum draws, 
collapses. 
Flings. 
Clinging 

Are we strong 
(and scared). 
Together again. 


Contempt farewell. 

Pride adieu. 

Who wants to be a hermit, 
if you are immortal? 
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Open 


Open 

your heart. 

That weak artery that beats on, 
broken or whole or black. 


Open wide 

to the cold and the 
dry, cracking heat. 
And all other forces 
painful and wearying. 


Open wide the gates 

to that masked and masquerading 
enemy 

whose happy dagger will never rust. 
It is cleaned and used again 

and again. 


Open wide the Gates of Hell 
for I have been 

frozen, 

burnt, 

tricked, 

and cut. 


Open wide the Gates of Hell. 
I wish to enter. 
And be comforted. 


Wrecked at the Roadside 


Her neck seizes up. 

She sends away 

the shudders and tears. 
Still holding a balled-up 
sweatshirt 

at the base of her skull, 
to stop the red stream 
flowing. 
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Fabricated Upset 


lungs 
caught 
held 
bound. 
suspended breath 


for the 

second 

time 

since 
Center 
towers 


fell. 


“An alien was spotted wandering though Los Angeles. It was trying 
to make first contact saying “Take me to your leader, but left in dis- 
gust when people only laughed at its attempts on Halloween. “We 
have missed a great opportunity...” 


brow crumples 
the unreality 
dissolved in 
laughter through static— 


“Said a reporter for the Weekly World News.” 


it was 


the first 
time 
since 
[hit 
a field. 
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Since Tuesday 


And you gave me a flower. 
Embarrassed and joking. 
With mock sincerity. 

A purple/blue blossom, 
simple, 

like the horn from a phonograph, 
opened wider 

to let sound in 

as well as out. 

With a five-pointed starburst 
in the center. 

And no scent. 


I left it on my windowsill. 
Where it closed. 

I still have it, 

pressed. 

Closed still. 

Closed more, 

and I remember 

walking up that hill. 
Smiling with you 

In the heat. 

You whom I had known forever— 
since Tuesday. 
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Waka Won 


Arteries bound 
by sundresses 


and light. 


Examples 


I don’t think in abstracts, 

so don’t say, “I love you.” 

Too much in life is vague, 

so cancel out “beautiful” as well. 

And words hold too many impossibilities, 


so don't even think, “I'll do anything for you.” 


If you “love” me, 
show me comfort when I am hurt. 
If I am “beautiful,” 
tell me with desirous hands and warm lips. 
If you'll do “anything” for me, 
then do the improbable: 
Put down the seat, 
and give me the remote. 
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Snapshot—for Becky 


We stood together 

coiffed in curls 

and dark dresses 

while friends danced around. 
We smiled, 

mine silly 

yours sardonic. 

Giving me the finger 

As the button was pressed. 


Invitation 


I had my new dress on, 
red and black, 
but I really had no choice. 


When the available facilities are 
an outdoor, unlit series 

of toilet stalls, 

and an olfactory barrier 

of wet scavengers and waste... 


When this is option one, 

and the field next to you 

is option two, 

admit it. 

You would have done as I did. 
Nature invited. 


I just happened to be dressed for it. 
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Simplify 


I was lost 

in the endless twists and turns 
of a town 

with two 

intersecting roads. 


Steps by the Tome Bamba—Cuenca, Ecuador 


The old woman 
at the top of the steps 
At the bottom 
the old man. 
A colorful skirt 
dimmed, 
black shawl wrapped tight 
horn hard skin 
of bare feet. 
A faded sienna suit 
and felt hat; 
leather shoes 
thin, 
broken at the toe. 
Weathered wooden masks 
carrying lines 
and pits 
and folds. 
Murmuring one 
whistling the other 
Walking away 
together. 
The old friends, 
beggars. 
Sharing time 
and change. 
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Waka loo 


Bonds of life, 
broken by death. 
So says you. 


Found 


Important to an old man, 
a poet, 

the summer solstice 

on an Icelandic day. 


Only a moment 
of darkness. 
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Found 


Important to an old man, 
a poet, 

the summer solstice 

on an Icelandic day. 


Only a moment 
of darkness. 


ol 


Poetry $5.00 


“Andrea Eaton’s evocative poems move from page to page with wit, 
insight, and novelty.” 


—Ted Wojtasik 
author of No Strange Fire 


“A sense of youthful yearning and an emerging, sharp sense of 
observation mark these short, impressionistic poems.” 


—Edward M. Gomez 
author of The Angel’s Share 
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